NUREMBERG	^9
taneous ones. Virgil is far greater than Homer, in his
opinion: Tennyson is the first of all poets. I disputed all
this a good deal: what of Gray by the first canon? What
of Shakespeare by the second? And is it impossible for a
sonneteer to be a great poet? Does not 'Milton, thou
should'st be living at this hour ' and * Tax not the royal
saint' alone make Wordsworth a poet of the first rank?
March 4, oxford. (After hearing Jowett preach.)
I wish I could reproduce anything like his simple,
straightforward, and yet elevated language. It was the lan-
guage of the Introduction to Plato and Aristotle. Unfor-
tunately impossible to remember. But though I can't
remember the words, I shall never forget the picture of
the crowded chapel, dishevelled Balliol men and higher-
education ladies, and the queer little old man making his
way up to the pulpit with great difficulty and then reason-
ing of righteousness and truth, wherever seen, with his
still small voice rising and falling for three-quarters of an
hour.
Augus 19. nuremberg. (Where he was staying with
Arthur Hughes).
Goodbye to Nuremberg. I hardly ever have liked a place
more. Everything went well there: we made friends with
the fruit-women as usual and had very amusing talks. The
fruit-market was a pretty sight; the red fruit and the red
caps of the women and the red roofs of the houses looked
very bright and gay. We wondered if they were all in one
business, seeing the uniform costume, and Hughes asked
if it was a verein der fruchtbaren Frauen—zn innocent
question which, however, made us roar with laughter
after thinking a minute.
November 3. oxford. I went off to the Gallery and
there revelled till lunch in the Michael Angelo drawings.
It is a quite indescribable joy; you don't know really what
it is; you only know that as you stand and look your heart
comes into your mouth and you feel like St. Paul as if you
were caught up into heaven and saw unspeakable things*

